THE FAMILY COUNCIL

the kisses that were lavished on them by the more elderly members of
the family. But with Father Boudret it was a different matter. Their
little lips were instinctively held out towards the heavy, majestic face
rising from the collar of the monk's hood.

Marie-Ange was well, but a little thin perhaps. She had grown a lot
during the last month. She was already in her first year of religious
instruction.

"Well, my dear child, what have you learnt this week?" Father
Boudret asked.

"The Greed, Father," Marie-Ange replied.

"Really? That's splendid. And you understood it? You can re-
member it, can't you?"

"Oh yes, Father!"

"Well then, let's hear it"

Jacqueline smiled. "Marie-Ange will remember all her life,33 she
thought, "that it was a great religious teacher who made her recite the
Greed. The Father knows what he is doing; these are the things which
make their mark."

The light, rapid, sing-song voice of the child recited the words.

"Don't go so fast, don't go so fast!" said Father Boudret. "I couldn't
say my Greed as fast as that! I wouldn't have time to think of the
meaning of the words."

The phrases learnt in childhood, and repeated so often, reeled off
automatically in Jacqueline's mind, running ahead of the child's recital:
"The forgiveness of sins, the resurrection of the body and the life ever-
lasting ..."

"The resurrection of the body ..." Marie-Ange recited.

"The resurrection of the body," the Father repeated gravely, raising
his hand. "And on that day," he went on (his voice, rather hoarse, was
a little unsteady because he was clothing his words with such profound
conviction), "every soul will be present in all its completeness, that is to
say fused with every instant of its past, with every act it has com-
mitted, all that it has done of good or evil from birth to death and
beyond death, and with what other souls have done for it..." He
knew that his words were beyond the comprehension of the child but he
did not worry about confusing her. But in Jacqueline's mind, between
two phrases of a prayer, a huge, sudden spark glowed as if it came from
between the two carbons of an arc-lamp.

"And the souls will appear," the Dominican went on, "for judgment,
for judgment before the aggregate of all souls fused in the judgment
of the Creator their Father, and they will take their place, one beside
another, in the harmony foreseen by infinite goodness."

Jacqueline would have been incapable of repeating Father Bottdret's
words. Indeed, words1 no longer counted. She understood the Father
on a plane that had nothing to do with words; hers was a direct*
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